TEXTS   AND   PRETEXTS

their loveliness.   Hardy's eyes were wide open to this
aspect of the world ; Baudelaire's too.

Quelquefois dans un beau jardin,

Ou je trainais mon atonie,
J'ai senti comme une ironie

Le soleil dechirer mon sein ;
Et le printemps et la verdure

Ont tant humilie mon coeur,
Que j'ai puni sur une fleur

L'insolence de la nature.

Baudelaire would have been very much happier if he
could have dropped his lids and held them close against
the sun.

Beneath is spread, like a green sea,
The waveless plain of Lombardy,
Bounded by the vaporous air,
Islanded by cities fair ;
Underneath Day's azure eyes
Ocean's nursling, Venice, lies,
A peopled labyrinth of walls,
Amphitrite's destined halls.
Which her hoary sire now paves
With his blue and beaming waves.
Lo ! the sun upsprings behind,
Broad, red, radiant, half-reclined
On the level quivering line
Of the waters crystalline ;
And before that chasm of light,
As within a furnace bright,
Column, tower, and dome, and spire,
Shine like obelisks of fire,
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